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faad not uttered a word of reviling, even of protest.
Doubtless she had reason on her side when she supported
him In his wish to stay, but he found it hard to think that
she had dealt so gently with the destroyer of their
happiness.

" Oh, Em I " he cried wretchedly,

" Make the best of it/' she pleaded.

" Very well, 1 suppose we can't help ourselves. Come,
Oliver, don't eat all the bread. Give me a piece/'

He snatched the crust handed him, and munched
sullenly and in silence. The sun shone as brightly as ever,
the thrushes sang as noisily, and the flowers and the young
green smelt as sweet, but brightness, scent, and music had
stolen from his day.

Oliver had soon, to use his own expression, made the
loaf " look silly," and scrambled to his feet, flinging his
remains of crust to the dog.

" What beastly stale bread !    I'm hanged if I can live
on this sort of thing for a week.   Let's shoot some sparrows
for dinner."
T^ Emily and Claude both started up as he seized the

!" Put that down at once i " shouted young Shepherd.

Why ?   I  know how to  handle  a gun as  well  as
you."

" They'll hear the shot at Doucegrove.   Put it down ! "

" Rats ! Don't be a fool I" as Claude grasped his
wrist. " Leave hold, I say, or-----"

There was a bang. The gun went off, and kicked Oliver
on to his back. He sprang up as Claude bent over him
and struck him violently in the face.

" Take that, you interfering brute ! What d'you mean
by hanging on to me when I'm holding a gun ? I might
have killed myself/'

ts Gammon ! It's your fault the tiling went off. You
pressed on the trigger. You don't know how to hold a

."

You'd better take care what you say/*